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Akbar realized, there was no alternative to constructing these
approaches expeditiously. The loss of life was heavy, but that was
no deterrent to the Emperor. His mind was made up. The cost
in men and money was of no consideration to him. It took
nearly two months to build sabats through which could press for-
ward twelve soldiers abreast and also an elephant complete with
howdah, a royal flag and other war gear. Akbar was pleased, and
richly rewarded the corps of engineers incharge of the operation.
However, Fate gave him a gift that decided the outcome before
the sabats could be fully exploited: a chance shot hit Jai Mai, who
was personally supervising repairs to a part of the front wall.
Abul Fazl and some other historians ascribe the shot which
ultimately proved fatal to Akbar's musket Sangram. This may or
may not be true. It was some time before the import of the acci-
dental shot was fully realized. Within an hour, huge flames of fire
were seen coming from residential palaces inside the fort. Akbar
was intrigued. Raja Bhagwan Das guessed: "Perhaps these fires are
laden with the souls of self-sacrificing Rajput princesses. I feel that
jauhar has been performed. We seem to have won the day." He
was right.
The fall of Jai Mai dispirited the defenders. True to Rajput
traditions, they "consigned the ladies to the care of the sacred
fire, put on saffron clothes, opened the gates, and rushed out to
win immortality on the field of battle." The badly wounded, but
still alive, Jai Mai was supported on a horse to lead the charge.
Here was an act of unsurpassed daring that dazzled Akbar. Waves
after waves of Rajputs came to be slaughtered at the hands of
their conqiierors. No one escaped death. The assault was made
memorable by the manner in which the sixteen-year-old Fateh
Singh (Fatta) who succeeded Jai Mai as commander of the besieg-
ed forces, his mother, and young wife courted death fighting.
Fatta himself was trampled under the foot of an advancing
elephant. His body lay unidentified for hours before it was picked;
up, and seat to Akbar as a trophy of war.
Akbar entered the citadel in a mood of nithlessness. The stub-
born resistance put up by the garrison and the people of Chitor
brought out the Timur in him. He unsheathed his sword, and
ordered a general massacre till such time as he chose to hold it in
Ms hand. The slaughter that went on for the next nine and a half